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were being driven across Paris by a drunken cabman, their
rejoicing in the progress of their Bacchic car became a
horrible nightmare when a passer-by was crushed beneath
their wheels. After their great bereavement at the death
of Chow they put aside, however, their corybantic cymbals,
the torches and the fawn-skins, and spent their last years
in the exercise of orthodox devotion and the composition
of religious verse.

In 1913 Miss Cooper died of cancer, being devotedly
nursed by her aunt, Miss Bradley, who was herself stricken
with the same malady, but who heroically concealed it
from her companion, and only broke down at the latter's
funeral (how well I remember that bleak funeral!) to die
herself from the same cause not long after.

IV

These ladies had not many acquaintances ; there were,
however, a few friends who would be now and then
summoned to Richmond, where they held, like royalties
in exile, their imaginary Court. Though I was not one
of the inner circle, I too was sometimes summoned, and my
occasional pilgrimages to this Court remain now as
memories of exaltations and initiations of a kind that I
shall never know again. No, never again on this flat
earth shall I step out into a transfigured dusk, closing
behind me in a quiet suburban lane the great portal of a'
pagan Temple, of an insolent Tower of Ivory, a royal
Palace of the mind !

The strangeness of these visits was weirdly heightened
by what seemed at first their commonplace character.
One received a politely worded invitation to afternoon
tea, or to high-tea in the evening ; one went by train or
bus to Richmond; one rang the suburban bell, and
found in the little house an aunt and niece of pleasantly
old-fashioned primness; Miss Bradley being a slight,
ruddy, vivacious, grey-haired lady full of small talk and